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Remember Death, and 
thou ſhalt neuer ſinne. 


W. e M9 
E Adams bꝛoode and earthly 
wightes. which bꝛeath now 
on the earth, 
Come daunce thys trace, and 
marke the ſong of me mo 
mighty Death. 
Ful wel imp might is knowen 
# ſene in al the woꝛlo about, 
when J do ſtrike, of foꝛce they 
eld, both noble, Wiſe x tout, 


fltuing things which bꝛeath and bꝛay. Þ raigne as puiſant Pzince, 
No ſooner take they lyfe but purſue it to conuinte. 

8 In Mothers wombe the Babe J lay, in birth ſometime J ftrike, 

No plate noꝛ ſtate may me txempt to me all is a line. 

The P2tnce with Begger to graue J tant. the yong ene wyth the old, 

e wiſe graue men with fooles anddolts, J lodge them in one fold. 
n courtly Dames ę town wyues fine, though ntutr ſo trim they be, 
d th Malkins, Sluts ⁊ ſlopes they truoge in graue I make tht gree 
The ſeming bꝛaue fine Courtiers, which ſquare it out in gate, 

| With Hob and Lob Icloſe in clap, and bꝛing the iii to one ſtate. 
The tchuffe with tchmckes and ruddocks red, wherin is all hys truſt, 
In moment Þ wyth mpfers pooꝛe, do hyde hym vp in duſt. 
The Judge ſeuert, and Counceller ſage, with me they all muſt trudge. 
koꝛte not foz their hye eſtate, noꝛ fare theit hate oꝛ grudge. 
wayting am on enery one, as ſhadow wyth body am J. 
And when the myghty God doth byd, I ſlay them by and by. 
-&='Sometyme in game, ſometyme in myzth,ſomtymein leepe Jt;yll, 
In — — in ſpoꝛt. I many tymes them ſpyll. 
-&' No place ſoſure,no food ſogood,noererciſeat all, 

e Death can barre, but at Gods becke toearth J make then fall. 

Aud yet behold how ech one thynckes to ſcape me and my dart. 
Though neuer ſo nere I come them to and grype them to the hart. 
io Py Minſtrell Stcknes pipes ech houre,by aches, ſtitches and cramps, 

Jt loũdes my daunce ſtyll in their eares that they muſt to my damps. 
To. t luſty Sꝛute with ſnuffing tookes, by manhood doth hopt io lyue 

| TheCowardout,s feares to fight though Wounds him datly greuc. | 
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ECCLESI. XX. 
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The Coward agaynethinkeslong to lyue by lecpinginawholeſkin 5 
With ſhunning wars and foꝛayn bꝛoyles, which countriesoft be in. 


The. tytth by gold, the wyſe by wyt do thinne to ſhift ine ol 
To Grggers that ſtarue ⁊ careles fooles. but yet them ſeiues thei 
Foꝛ one wyth other Itake them all. feare they, oꝛ frare they not, 

The de ſperat toole and fearefull one go all into my pot. 

Lie youthtull Lads by ſtout courage, thintze to dꝛiue me away 

To crooked age, yet many tunes by ryot Joft them ſlay. 

And old old age hopes ſtyll to lyue, by ketpyng à merry hart, | 
oth youthful ſpoꝛts and wanton toes, though it be to their ſmart. 
Pea my nere Syb and Geidam Trot, that croompled is foꝛ age | . 
Oy youthly tyꝛe ⁊ wanton trickes thinkes deathes power to A 
It makes ine laffe oft tines to ſee,theirgate,their lookes,their walke, 
Dow halting tryps, and fine wꝛyde ieſtes they counterfet in talke. 
They would me blere and make folkes think, they wer toyong lozme, 
And yet foꝛſooth if ſtript they were faire Rotannes nught yeſee. 
What ſhall I ſay tv theſt old folkes, when nature taunot them teathz 
Sy fũbling ſpech a paints ech wher, which death at hand doth pzeach. 
Nay vluall is it wythall ſtates, ty :ugh ſences all be gone, 

And J at hand to ſtrike the ſtroke yet thincke they not thereon; 
Thus all would ſhift anddzmeme of though J them foilows trace, 
And daply ſend vnto the graue all ſtates befoze their face. 
But fooles they are that dꝛead me ſo, which cannot be auoyded, 

Syth God the maker of all thinges to lyfe hath ſo me ioyned. 
Pet nede they not to ſhun ine ſo, if all were wayde aryght. 

Foz Itht wozidiygriefes do end, which vere thein day and nyght. 
Pea and beſides the guyde am J, to heauen and ioyfull blys, 

Otthole that vertuouſly do lyue, and ftare to do amps. 
And to theſe folke welcomde am J, though neuer ſo ſharpe J pere. 

Becauſe with Chaiſt they ſhal then raigne. and ſee his gloꝛp clere. 
But as foꝛ thoſe that wicked be, and ſo ſtill leade their life, 

Good tauſe they haue to dꝛead me ſoꝛe,. foꝛ I begin their griefe. 
With death I bzing an endles wo, which neuer ſhall haue end, 

W hereſoꝛe ifme vou would not dꝛead, your vll ipnes then amend. 
Foꝛ pꝛecious is the death ot thoſe, which dye in Chziſt their LToꝛd, 
Who harh laued them krom lynnt and hel, and ended their diſcozd. : 


Y FINIS, Quoth Ich. Aud. 
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